THE    ISLE    OF    CAPRI

in Italian, with the reproachful fairyland in sight, it was

singing "The Isle of Capree." Sir X------Y-----did not

seem to know or notice. Madame di Z-----and I looked

at each other wanly.

And, oh yes; when Sir X-----'s plate arrived it was

crawling with things like great scarlet slugs with small
shells on them. He did not move a muscle. As they
quested and peered about, he harpooned them one by
one and ate them. We watched fascinated and horror-
struck. He, like the Colonel and Die-hard he is, ad-
mitted no error or regret, but said: "Very nice, too; I
shall have some more of them some time."

I am sure he won't. I mention no names. One, at
least, was an innocent party.

What a song can recall!

I slept, and did not dream.